LIFE AT PURNEA
who walk when the moon Is high. It is a savage land, and on
seeing it you realise why its people hold life cheap. Nature has
shown them how to be pitiless. With them murder is not a
crime but a creed, and to be a successful robber is a social
honour. Alight alone is right, and weakness is held in withering
contempt.
All along the north-west frontier from the Indian Ocean to
Peshawar, a distance of 1,400 miles, lies what is characterised
as the most turbulent area in the world, the happy hunting-
ground of Pathans and Baluchis, who both have strong tribal
organisations,
The Baluchi is feudal and follows his chief, but the Pathan
is intensely democratic and he only bows to the decision of
the tribal council when he knows it will be enforced by the
dagger or the rifle.
This long frontier may be compared to a wall over which
the eager Pathan and Baluchi are looking, while beyond lies
Afghanistan with its semi-regular army of 120,000, and a
further 200.000 irregulars. All these fighting races of northern
and central India, with the Afghans beyond them, the Gurkhas
of Nepal to the east, and the tribes of the Hindu Kush mountains
to the north, not to mention those from Central Asia, all
fanatical and plunder-loving, would make a bid for supremacy
if the British left India to-morrow.
Broadly speaking, Hindus and Moslems are two distinct
communities or peoples, but their respective attitude towards
life, their social habits, traditions and beliefs, divide them so
completely that the fact that they have lived in the same land
for centuries has contributed nothing to their fusion into a
nation.
There is no sense whatever of real nationalism in India;
races and tribes are too many, religions so dominant, and caste
so exacting that nothing could make a nation from this cos-
mopolitan mass of three hundred and nineteen millions.
The Government of India is a mighty thing to contemplate;
it demands much that is not dreamed of in the philosophy of
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